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ICE FLOES
i
It had been three days since
the warm spring rains had first washed the earth yet it was still March, still winter, and the lee,
grinding like the teeth of some gigantic worm,
slithered like scales over the ink.
The watery sun, stooped low, pinned
behind scrimmed clouds, could hardly penetrate
that cold, that blue. Sand scoured and blasted
the floes, rested at last like cinnamon thereon.
ii
The warm land breeze, prodding my back,
had coaxed me far onto the lee:
now the cold, welling underneath my shoes,
reminded me of my distance from the land.
The sun hurried to meet the distant edge,
and a skein of geese, calling as they flew,
flapped past, tiny beaks on tiny necks
outstretched, held to a purpose
ageless and calculated as the dawn.
As they flew past the unclear light,
one among them broke, veered
from that flying arrow, skipped
a cloud to the sun, disappeared.
The blind honking mass flew toward land
until trees' black fingers devoured them.

iii
The lee shifted and turned, dripped and shrank.

iv
Thus our thought
pushing diced cubes of stuff into eggshells
of speech Somehow it holds.
Like seals, we swim, consume verbiage,
occasionally pull ourselves onto the floes
to peer from wide uncertain eyes
until the cold backwind
reminds us of some polite task undone.
The ink is just as cold
yet we submerge.
But on each floe, a thought;
for each thought, a thinker.
And when the warm rains cease
and winter swings round again,
the floes will expand, merge,
crash together in unison against silence.
This is not yet spring. Tread lightly,
lest the floes tum, smoke, vanish.
V

Against this drop, the wind
veered and caught my neck with cold
and told of hearth left vacant,
warmth unused, the hazy drowse
of leathered books.
Should I leave? The sun dipped low;
the cold welled underneath my shoes.
vi
I on an island, and you on another;
you, you, and you a gathering crowd shoring against isolation
a mosaic of men
faces, the aggregate unnamed I watch you appear and disappear,
shades and stills in time,
gaunt, stretched, careworn . . .
Well, we did not ask for this,
nor can we give it up.
None can embrace
a million, a thousand, a hundred
one
among many. This I sing
of thee: It is not yet spring,
nor should we think it what it seems,
nor can the tune as yet ring sweet
against all cultured ears.

David Soubly

THE LADY AND HER BABY
by Mark Ongley
"The weather forecast for tonight: snow, with an accu
mulation of 8-10 inches by tomorrow morning. The wind
will be from the North at 25 to 30 miles per hour. Tempera
tures will fall to five below zero tonight, so unless you have
to drive tonight, stay home and stay warm. This is Pat
Garrity for KBUZ, K-buzz radio in Sharon, Pennsylvania.
It's 7 :46 right now and ... "
With nearly four hours of thruway driving left, the news
was hardly comforting to Bill Spenser. He really didn't have
to leave for school as _early as he did. It was only Sunday
and his first class didn't start until Wednesday morning, but
he couldn't stand to be at home any longer.
The holiday vacation was suppose to be a time of
relaxation and enjoyment at home. As far as Bill was
concerned, from now on home was Penn State University.
The day after Christmas Bill's parents shocked him with the
news of their divorce. He had known things weren't going
well at home while he was at school, but he had no idea
they were this bad. Two days after New Year's Day Mr.
Spenser moved completely out of the house and already
Bill's mother was seeing another man.
When he had left Youngstown, Ohio, it wasn't snowing
and the roads were all clear. He had heard of the
snowstorm that was suppose to hit Pennsylvania, but he
figured he could make it to school safely. If the roads got to
be too slippery he would just stop at a restaurant and wait
for the snow plows to clear a path. It probably would have
been better if he had left in the morning, but he really
didn't care what happened.
Snow started to fall shortly after he had entered
Pennsylvania, but at first it wasn't bad enough to make him
turn around and go back to Youngstown. So far the roads
were still fairly clear and his Volkswagon Beetle handled
well on snowy roads.
Soon the wind began to pick up velocity, blowing the
snow from left to right across the road. Most of the traffic
was slowing down so Bill did most of his driving in the
passing lane keeping a steady 55 mile per hour pace.
The snow began to stick to the road and, with the wind,
made driving more difficult. Bill spotted a car up ahead that
had lost control and slid into the median. This was enough
to convince him to reduce his speed. The traffic in both
lanes began to slow down rapidly and soon it was bumper
to bumper at 35 miles per hour.
The Sharon radio station had long since faded and the
roads were heavily covered with snow when Bill reached
what he thought to be about halfway in· his journey. He
wanted to stop for coffee and a donut at the exit he was
now passing, but he thought it better to press on while the
roads were still somewhat passable.
Fewer cars were on the road now and stranded
motorists were more frequent. The two lanes had now
narrowed down to one pair of tracks of bare road. It was
snowing harder making it nearly impossible to see any of
the road except the tracks. Bill had been following the c_ar
in front of him to make it easier to drive. He passed a sign
that read, "Clearfield, Exit 36, One Mile." Contemplating
whether or not to stop, Bill reasoned that if the Ford LTD
in front of him took the exit, he would too. He couldn't
drive without the car ahead of him to follow.

As he approached the exit J3ill could see a 24 hour
restaurant and a gas station. Low on fuel and hungry, he
was tempted to stop, but the LTD kept on going so he
followed. The next exit was only eight miles away so he
could stop there if the weather got any worse.
Soon after he passed the exit the road got considerably
worse. The two bare tracks disappeared and if it wasn't for
the tail-lights of the Ford ahead of him, Bill wouldn't have
known where to go.
Apparently the driver of the Ford thought it futile to
travel any farther. Bill slowed down as the Ford pulled off
of the path. Reasoning that the next exit was only five or
six miles away, Bill proceeded into the snowy dark.
After a half mile of squinting, Bill pulled over to what
he thought was the side of the road. He decided to wait for
a truck or snow plow to pass, then he would follow that.
Twenty minutes of waiting brought nothing but more snow.
He would have spent the night in the car except he didn't
have enough gas to keep the heater running for that long.
Deciding that the best thing to do would be to walk back to
the restaurant, he reached to his suitcase in the back seat
and pulled out an extra sweater and a wool cap.
After bundling up, he stepped out into the icy air which
at first took his breath away. His hike back to the restaurant
was almost directly into the wind. His face and ears were
so cold that he wanted to walk backwards, but he was
afraid he wouldn't be able to see any on-coming trucks or
cars that might run him over.
After a half mile he came to the Ford LTD. It still had its
lights, engine, and windshield wipers on. Anxious to have
a companion in his misery, he tapped on the door window.
The electric powered window opened halfway and
revealed a crying middle aged woman. "Are you O.K.?"
Bill asked.
"I can't go any farther. I've tried but I just can't! Please
help me, please!" she begged.
"Can I get in on the other side to warm up a bit?" he
inquired.
"Yes, yes, please." She rolled up her window and
leaned across the front seat to unlock the other door. Bill
brushed himself off as much as possible and climbed inside.
The lady had dried her tears and tried to look composed
now that she had company. In the middle of the seat was a
baby girl strapped and bundled in a portable baby car seat.
"My name's Bill."
"I'm Charlotte Higgens," she returned.
"Pretty bad storm we're havin', isn't it?" he said
knowing it was a stupid question, yet wanting to kill the
silence.
"Yes. Just horrible," she answered staring out the
windshield. "I hope you'll forgive me for acting like such a
baby. I'm just scared, I guess."
"Aw, don't worry 'bout that. I understand," Bill assured
her. "You might just as well turn off your windshield wipers
since you aren't going anywhere."
"But if I did that I wouldn't be able to see!" she
answered.
"What's there to see besides snow?"
A long silence followed. Bill felt terribly uncomfortable
and he could sense that she was quite uptight herself. She
probably was a bit afraid of him. After all, he· was a total
stranger. Yet he knew that if he started to leave she'd beg
him to stay. "Is this your baby?" Another stupid question,
but he didn't care.

"Yes, of course. Her name is Sheri."
"Where are you headin'?" he asked.
"I was going home to Stockton, about 30 miles from
here. I wanted to get there tonight so my husband wouldn't
worry about me. He gets nervous so easily."
"Where were you coming from?"
"I had spent this weekend with my parents in Clarion.
My father's sick so I went to visit him and help my mother
clean her house." Bill could see her lip quiver as though
she might start to cry. She turned the conversation around
to him asking, "Do you live around here?"
Tears started to roll down her cheeks again. Looking
out the window to pretend he didn't see her tears he said,
"No, I'm from Youngstown, Ohio. I was headin' back to
Penn State where I go to school," he replied. "I pulled off
the road about a half mile up the road," he continued. "I
thought it'd be a good idea to go back to the restaurant at
the last exit instead of staying all night in the car."
"You won't leave me and Sheri here, will you?" she
asked quickly with wide eyes.
"Well, if I went back to the restaurant I could get
somebody with a Jeep or a truck to come pick you up," he
replied.
"But that was so far back there. You'd never make it,"
she insisted. "You might as well stay here where it's warm.
Then when it quits snowing I'll give you a ride back to your
car. Doesn't that make more sense?"
Irritated with her insistence, Bill felt trapped inside the
car. He wanted to leave quickly, even though it was below
zero outside. "No, I'm sure it would be better for both of us
if we could get back to the restaurant and spend the night
there. It would be warm there and you could get something
to eat."
But what if you can't find anyone to come get us. We'd
be stranded out here all night, alone." Once again her eyes
began to fill.
"I'm sure there'll be someone there with a truck who'd
be willing to rescue you. Besides, you've got plenty of gas
to keep your heater going. You'd be all right if you had to
stay." The baby woke up and started to cry. Charlotte
instinctively reached for the baby bottle while Bill reached
for the door handle.
"You really aren't going to leave us, are you?" she
pleaded again.
"Yes, I'm afraid so," he answered wearily.
Her tears became more apparent. "No, you can't!
Please!" She continued to plead as he stepped out into the
cold.
"Don't worry!" he assured her. "I'll be right back." Both
she and the baby were crying as he walked away from the
car. He hadn't gone fifteen steps when he heard the engine
stop. Then Charlotte honked the horn repeatedly. Feeling
somewhat guilty he almost turned back. But instead he
continued on, sure that what he was doing was the proper
action.
The weather hadn't improved while he was in the car.
The wind still blew fiercely into his face. The snowflakes
battered his eyes making it difficult to keep them open. In
hopes of shortening the ordeal he decided to jog as far as
he could, but numb feet and heavy wraps made jogging
quite strenuous. After about a quarter of a mile he slowed
to a walk.
It began to snow harder and Bill's lungs hurt from
sucking in the icy air. He could hardly see more than
twenty feet ahead of him and he wondered if he would
pass the exit and not know it. Not sure how far he had
gone, Bill feared he might have already passed it. Stopping

to speculate, he was fairly sure he hadn't been walking long
enough to cover four miles. He decided the best thing to
do would be to walk along the side of the road where he
could see the snowbank that the plow had made a few
days before. When he would come to the exit, the
snowbank should either end or make a sharp turn.
Once again, Bill decided to jog. He hoped it would help
keep him warm and get him to the exit quicker, even
though it was tiring. The wind, blowing through his jeans,
made his knee caps especially cold and stiff. Ice had
formed on his eyelashes and his ear lobes were numb and
sore.
Finally the snowbank veered sharply to the left. Bill
stopped, caught his breath, and trudged down the ramp.
The snowbank made another sharp left so he followed it
until he came to the driveway of the "Green Shingle
Restaurant." A flashing red neon sign let him know it was
still open.
As he pushed open the door he was greeted by the
welcomed warmth and the stares of customers. Bill could
hardly blame them for staring. He was completely covered
with snow on the front from walking into the wind. After
brushing himself off and slowly pulling the ice off of his
eyelashes, he walked up to an overweight man with a
skimpy, black mustache who seemed to be in charge and
said, "Excuse me sir, uh I left my car out on the thruway
because I was stranded, and there's another car out there
with a lady and her baby girl. Do you know of anyone with
a four wheeler who would be willing to go out there and
pick them up?"
"Not that I know of," he replied. "One of the customers
might be able to help you out. Try askin' around."
"O.K., thanks." Bill started going from table to table
repeating his story and his request.
After approaching four tables he finally found someone
who had a truck, but was unwilling to head out into the
snow storm. Bill tried to reason with the man: "Why can't
you at least try to go out there? They could freeze to death
if something went wrong."
"Listen, my friend. Just because I have a truck doesn't
mean it's good in the snow. It only has two wheel drive
and I don't have any weight in the back end to give me
traction. You'd be better off tryin' to go out there in a big
car."
"Well, do you know of anybody in this area who has a
four wheeler who would be willing to go pick them up?"
Bill asked.
"No, I don't. Ya see I'm not from around this area. I'm
stuck here in this restaurant for the night just like you are,
unless you do something foolish like walk back to that car.
If I were you, fella', I'd just leave 'm out there. If they got
enough gas they'll stay plenty warm." The man turned
back to his coffee cup with a movement that signaled he
was through talking.
Bill was not easily discouraged. Even though he didn't
care too much for the lady as a person, there was no
reason why she should be left out there in the cold. Surely
someone else felt like he did.
Returning to the tables he had already visited, he asked
those who had said they didn't have a truck if they would
be willing to go out there in their car. Most of them
expressed their fear of being stranded themselves while
another man said he just didn't care.
After asking all of the customers, Bill returned to the
heavy set man. "Well, what do I do now? Nobody cares
enough to take the risk to help that lady and her baby."
"Why don't you try calling the Clearfield police?" the

man suggested. "After all, that's the kind of thing they're
suppose to do."
That was an option Bill hadn't considered. Using the
pay phone he called the police station. A lady answered
the phone wearily, "Good evening. Clearfield Police
Department. May I help you?"
"Yes, uh I'd like to report a lady and her baby who are
stranded in their car on the eastbound lane of Interstate
80."
"What is your name, please?" she inquired.
"Bill Spenser. I'm from Ohio."
"And what make is the car that she's in?"
"It's a Ford LTD. About a '75 or '76."
"Where on the eastbound lane is she located?"
"I'd say about four miles past the Clearfield exit," he
replied.
"How long ago did you last see them?"
"About an hour and a half ago. It was about 10:30 or
10:45."
"What was the lady's name?"
"Charlotte, uh ... I can't remember her last name."
"Did it appear that she needed immediate assistance or
would they be able to last through the night?"
Bill couldn't believe this lady was asking such a
question. Rather irritated with all of the questions, he
snapped back, "Well, what do you think, lady? Would you
want to spend the night in a car out on the thruway with a
two-year-old baby?"
Maintaining her cool, the lady replied, "I'm sorry, sir,
but we are swamped with emergencies. We have to take
care of the important ones first. Also, it may be some time
before the roads are clear enough to reach her. Until the
snow plows clear the roads it may be impossible to reach
her except by snowmobile."
"Well, thanks for all your help!" Bill said sarcastically.
Not knowing what to do he turned again to the heavy set
man for help. "Now what should I do?" he asked.
"Won't the police help you out?"
"No, they're too busy with 'emergencies' to rescue a
stranded lady and her baby," he said with disgust.
"I'm afraid I can't help ya then, my friend. I'll treat ya to
a cup of coffee, though."
"No, thanks. I think I'd better go back out to the lady to
make sure she's all right."
"I wouldn't do that if I were you," the man answered.
"What good is that going to do?"
"I thought it would be good just to be there in case
anything goes wrong."
"What if something does go wrong? What can you do
about it? If the lady and her baby couldn't make the trip
with you the first time you came back here, do you really
think they'll make it the next time?" Bill pondered these
points in his head. He was terribly frustrated. There didn't
seem to be anything he could do to help them but yet he
felt he should do something. Just being there with them
would be a comfort to the paranoid lady, he was sure.
"Besides," the man continued, "it's still snowin' and blowin'
out there. You might just as well stay here where it's warm
instead of going out there, freezing your tail off,·and not
being able to do anything to help."
After thinking about it, Bill decided the man w�s right.
Why should he go to all the trouble to help this lady who
he hardly knew and would probably never see again.
Again he declined the free cup of coffee and walked over
to the table of the man who had the truck.

"Well, what happened to your rescue efforts? Did ya
give it up?" the man asked with a grin.
"Yeah, I decided there wasn't much I could do."
"I coulda told ya that. Have a seat." He motioned for
Bill to sit in the c�air across from him. "What's yer name?"
"Bill Spenser."
"Nice to meet ya, Bill, I'm Ben Coletta. You planning
to stay here all night?"
"Yeah, I guess so. Isn't any other place I can go unless I
go back out to the car," answered Bill. "Say, do you think
you could give me a ride back to my car in the morning?"
"Sure, if the roads get plowed tonight and the weather
clears. I'm headin' that direction anyway."
The two of them chatted for nearly an hour discussing
past snowstorms, accidents, and other interesting stories.
Then Bill, fighting off weariness said, "I believe I'll have to
find some place to sleep. I'm pretty tired from driving and
running through the snow."
"Yeah, I can imagine. Well, I don't know where you
could sleep unless that fat man will let you sleep in one of
those booths."
"I think I'll ask him," said Bill. "It's not likely he'll get
many customers tonight anyway." After getting permission,
Bill slumped down in one of the booths and used his coat
for a blanket. Just before he dozed off he asked Ben,
"Could you wake me up about 8:00 or earlier if you have
to leave before then."
"Sure thing, buddy. But we aren't goin' no where if
they don't get those roads plowed."
Bill soon fell asleep. It was tough to get a quality rest
because Bill was a light sleeper. When the heavy set man
had to sweep the carpet, Bill couldn't sleep for twenty
minutes. Every now and then he would wonder how the
lady and her baby were doing. He had heard of people
who went to sleep when it was very cold and never woke
up. He hoped the lady didn't go to sleep and have the
engine stall while she slept.
Ben woke him up at 7:00. They ate a short breadfast
together and went out to the truck. It had stopped snowing
around 3:00 and the plows had already cleared the roads.
They reached the LTD sooner than Bill had expected.
As they passed he tried to see if he could see the lady and
her baby, but snow covered the windows. He figured they
must have been picked up by the police.
The truck slowed down as they approached the snow
covered Volkswagon. Bill thanked Ben for his kindness
and jumped down from the truck. The snow plow had just
about buried Bill's car. He had to wade through the snow
that went up his pant legs and into his shoes. The door on
the driver's side was too snowed in so he got in on the
other side to get his brush. It took him fifty minutes to
uncover his car and break down part of the wall that
trapped his car.
As he started the car, he wondered if maybe he should
turn around at the next exit and go back to check on the
lady in the Ford. He pulled onto the thruway and drove to
the next exit. He had to get gas, but he decided to keep on
heading east. Chances were good that the lady was all
right. The only help he could probably be would be to
clean off her car, but she could do that herself.
Traffic was very light this morning, so Bill drove at a
cautious 45 miles per hour. At about 10: 15 he passed a
sign that said the next exit was Stockton. Reminded again
of the lady and her baby, he began to feel guilty. He
realized that he should have called the lady's husband last

night to let him know she was safe. But then that would
have been a lie. He had no idea if that lady and her baby
were safe or dead.
Turning on the radio he tried to forget about the whole
affair. After finding a station he liked he listened for a
weather report. The man on the radio announced that
there was only a thirty per cent chance of snow that day.
Again Bill's thoughts turned to the night before. He
remembered when he walked away from the car how the
lady had pleaded with him to stay, yet he kept right on
going. He wondered how he could have been so
calloused. Then he remembered how the lady turned her
engine off and honked her horn. A sudden sick feeling
came over him. Did she really turn the car off or had it
stalled? Maybe something had gone wrong with the engine.
But how could he know for sure. She probably just turned
it off to get him to come back to the car.
Frustrated with guilt he decided to forget about it all.
She probably was rescued by the police. Anyway, he did
what he though was right so he shouldn't feel guilty. After
all, he did a lot more than any of those people in the
restaurant were willing to do. But could he have done
more?
Then he remembered the snow plow. Certainly the
man in the snow plow would have helped her. She could
have blinked her lights at the snow plow to signal him to
stop. That would explain why there was so much snow on
her windows. If she were in the car she would have
cleaned them off, wouldn't she? After all, she was so
concerned about them before that she kept her wipers
runnings.
He felt more at ease now as he drove down the road.
He reached the university at 1:00, and ate at McDonalds'.
By 2:00 he was in his room unpacking. After assembling
his stereo, he turned on his favorite station. The local news
was on. Bill listened for a report on the weather. At last the
newscaster said:
"A snowstorm that paralyzed much of the state made
driving hazardous last night. State police this morning
released that 17 people died from accidents statewide. Four
of them froze to death when stranded in their cars. In
sports ... "
Bill turned the radio off. He felt nauseous.

�

VERMILION FISH FESTIVAL
I never saw a fish there.
Garish lanterns lit the night Beer tents" Chick-on-a-stick, Goat's milk fudge,
Lambrusco sno-cones, triply doused,
Blazing Accordions!
A crazy polka swung me In his arms and
Cases of cheap turquoise glared,
A cripple begged us with a slotted can,
Fat women grinned candy apple cheeks,
We kept on Our feet among popcorn, beer cans, and
Blue cotton candy;
A sausage rolled under my heel.
We spun around twice - twisted pretzels
By a tentful of clowns, ogres, leers,
Mouths laughing, too full of night,
We parted, too full of fears.
by Jane Visser

CLEANING THE REFRIGERATOR
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First it was the beans.
How I could have forgotten to close the Jar cover,
I don't know. I'd spent, oh, about
half an hour, setting butter
on top of eggs,
dinner rolls against sliced ham,
balancing
the turkey loaf on top of
a bar of
Philadelphia Cream Cheese
- and then those B&M molasses specials
spilled out of the toppling Parkay dish
and slid like lava over the Manager's Special lettuce;
and when I tried to catch them, I
joggled the Wishbone Italian, which
toppled like a glass bowling pin
into the quivering black cherry Jello;
and when I tried to rescue that, I
nudged the turkey loaf, which
burst the taut Saran-wrap skin that sealed.
A Large Cherry-Red Bowl of Mom's Homemade Soup.
My wife stood in the door,
wanted to know what I was up to.
As she pushed me aside, I
mumbled something about order and chaos,
apologized,
and spent the night at the tavern.

by David Soubly

NUMBER THIRTEEN
As we roll into town
The buzzard sings dirty ditties
Telephone poles, dressed in green
Spell out Merry Yuletide
Today's the Fourth of July
Red walrus serves us beer
A pin-striped turtle appears
Does a tap dance and fades away
The sky hails dead fish
While the earth vomits up alka-seltzer
An old man's beard burst into flames
Hot water taps pour forth green slimes
My eraser turns into a bouquet of flowers
This sheet of paper has eyes
The earth opens underneath
And swallows me up

Peter Warnock

CRIPPLE - AN EPITAPH
As a wind to my wlllow

a caress of mind to mindful
stining leaves and leavings
the uncontrolled thoughts
miniscule wrigglers that slip through
the fisherman's net.
Stepping lively from scene to scene
starry-eyed ballerina
on an evening-sky stage
Dancer left standing when
the music has gone.

Now leave the canvas set
The patrons of art have all gone home.
Rest the tired swollen feelings
your angel tread have bruised.
Curtain is down now but rises soon
to show again your steps
Once graceful, yet now your emotions limp
You cannot walk in love without stumbling.

by Jeffrey Boes
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ODE TO AN OLIGOCHAETE
Aa an earthworm emerging &om lta hole In the night,
an earthworm emerged uelng all of lta might.
Head flnt, It crawled on the gr--, tenaln,
Pulling out the other end looking the eame.
Rating barely a moment, It began to move,
With a motion quite bue yet exceecllngly emooth.
&tending. Contracting. Again and again.
The ehape of the worm went &om fat to quite thin.
Yet form did not matter, u thle worm wu quite bent
On going moat everywhere, though nowhere It went.
At time It would atop, ralee lte head In the air,
Seeing nothing at all thle worm could not care.
Thie earthworm had little, u It Ineptly praented,
But with all that God gave It, wu wholly contented.
l,y Marie Chockley
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COTTON CANDY GIRL
All day in the booth between
balloons and "Guess-Your-Weight"
She whirls pink air onto sticks.
With one great circling about the wide-spinning vat,
She creates puffy heads
That sell for forty cents.
But the flying sugar is not always
Caught on paper wands - It
Glazes all counters, windows, and walls
Of the tiny shop,
Coats the cash-register and coins within,
Enmeshes the girl herself,
Making her dark brows pink wisps,
Netting her hair, crystallizing her apron,
Turning her skin to masking tape!
Still she spins her pale confection,
Smiling sugar-smiles a.s she passes a
Cloud to a child.
Unfazed by the chaos of sweetness, the
Sticky stalactites growing on her ceiling,
She continues, knowing what ephemeral means,
How much it costs.
by Jane Visser
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MRS. BELLINGER'S ESTATE
by Jane Visser
Bubbles everywhere. Mrs. Bellinger closed her eyes,
breathing in the sweet lavender scent and let her arms float
up from the waters at the bottom of the tub. Outside,
thunder crashed and grumbled and Mrs. B. could hear the
rainwater shoot out from the drainpipe by the bathroom
window. She smiled, feeling safe and deliciously warm.
Maybe Ruby would paint her fingernails for her when she
got out of the tub.
"Mother!" a voice called through the bathroom door,
"Haven't you been in there long enough? Marthe is fixing
cocoa for us."
"Yes," called Mrs. B., "Yes, that would be just fine."
The bubbles were beginning to disintegrate anyways. "Oh,
Ruby?" But her daughter had left already. Mrs. B. gripped
the handle on the tub wall and raised herself slowly. She
was a large woman, nearly 200 pounds. Clusters of bubbles
clung to her heat-reddened body and as she rose she tried
to flick them away with her hand. The remaining bubbles
were crushed in a thick purple towel as Mrs. B. rubbed
herself dry. She perfumed and powdered herself, donned
a quilted wrapper and smoothed her gray braid before she
was ready to leave the steamy room.
Since Ruby had been home from business school she
had been rather worried about her mother. For the past
three days her mother had lived in a bathrobe and slippers
and had done nothing except eat, sleep, and bathe, all of
which she seemed to enjoy thoroughly. A complacent
smile had never left her lips and she had never once
scolded Marthe about holing up in the basement with her
pottery equipment.
"How long has mom been like this?" Ruby asked her
older sister. "Did something happen? Is she sick? Does she
always wear her bathrobe?"
Marthe laughed. "Nothing's the matter with ma," she
said, "She's fine. Sometimes she puts clothes on.Ii Marthe
sprinkled confectioner's sugar over a pan of date bars.
"Just because you live in constant anxiety doesn't mean
everyone else has to."
"Is she getting senile?" continued Ruby, "Does she
forget things or talk to herself?"
"Not that I know of," said Marthe, shrugging her
shoulders, "Here, put some of these on a plate. I got to stir
the cocoa. " She handed Ruby the pan of date bars.
"You aren't serving these with the cocoa, are you?"
said Ruby, "My God, Marthe, the calories!"
"Hey, ma loves these. So do I. You don't have to eat
any." •
"Marthe! It's obvious you don't count calories, but think
about mom! She's so old and all those fatty globules are
going to clog up her veins and ... "
"Fatty globules!" Marthe laughed. "The recipe didn't
call for any, Rubes, no need to worry." She poured the
cocoa carefully into the mugs, chuckling.
"I'm serious," said Ruby, "Mother is overweight and
though she doesn't seem to care aboaut it, I think
somebody should. Did you see all that stuff she ate for
lunch?"
"She loves to eat," said Marthe, taking the date bars
out of the pan herself. "She'd be worse off if she couldn't
eat what she wanted. She loves date bars."
"Are you some kind of a ... a sadist? Do you want her
to die or something?" Ruby's eyes widened as she spoke.

Marthe stared at her.
"Do you know how many calories there are in dates?"
Ruby continued.
Marthe picked up the tray with the date bars and cocoa
and gave her sister a shrewd look, up and down her slim
body. A flash of lightning lit up the kitchen. "Haven't had
too many dates this year have you, Rubes," she said
lightly, then laughed out loud as she pushed open the
kitchen door with her elbow.
Matthew will be coming for dinner tomorrow night,
thought Mrs. Bellinger, that will be nice. I always like to
have my whole family home. She bit into a date bar,
sprinkling powdered sugar into her lap.
"Ummmmm," she said.
"Oh, mother, here's a napkin." Ruby came over and
placed a paper square in her lap.
The marshmallows were melting to a froth in her cocoa.
She picked one out with her spoon and placed it on her
tongue. The sweetness ran over her teeth and down her
throat.
"What will we have for dinner when Matthew comes?"
she asked, swallowing.
"I was thinking about pork chops," said Marthe from
the couch. "What do you think about pork chops, ma?"
"Yes. I think that would be fine." Mrs. B. smiled,
thinking about the dinner. Marthe would make applesauce
too, and baked potatoes, or maybe even au gratin
potatoes. They would be good too.
"Pork chops are full of calories," said Ruby.
"Everything's full of calories," said Marthe.
"Mother." Ruby was frowning at her. Mrs. B. didn't like
to see her pretty daughter frown. Her pretty blue eyes
looked hard and cold.
"Mother," continued Ruby, "Do you think about your
weight at all? Didn't Dr. Benson tell you to watch your
weight? You shouldn't eat all those sweets, you know.
They're not good for you. They're bad for your blood,
mother. Do you ever think about that?"
Mrs. B. watched Ruby's thin eyebrows shoot up and
down when she talked.
"You shouldn't talk like that, Ruby," she said to her
daughter.
"Don't you care about what you eat, mom?"
"I eat good meals," said Mrs. B. Ruby ate like a bird.
She was too thin. Mrs. B. thought they didn't feed her well
at that business college she went to. Mrs. B. looked down
into her lap.
"Oh, Ruby," she said, looking up, "Will you paint my
fingernails before Matthew comes? Yours always look so
nice."
Ruby sighed and looked out the window. It was still
raining. "Sure, mom," she said. "You're still taking those
pills Dr. Benson gave you, aren't you? And the iron
tablets?"
"She takes them," said Marthe, "In the morning with a
glass of fatty globules."
Ruby glared. Mrs. Bellinger was a little confused but she
laughed at Marthe's joke. Ruby looked back at her
strangely, almost pitifully, and then she asked if Matthew
was bringing his girlfriend for dinner, too.
"No," said Marthe, "She had to play in a concert."
"Oh," said Mrs. B., "What does she play?"
"Um ...The cello, I think." Marthe drained the last of
her cocoa.
"I like the cello," said Mrs. B., "Your father used to
play it."

"I thought it was the violin," said Ruby, "I thought
she ...Her name's Madeline, right?"
"Caroline," said Marthe.
"That's right," said Ruby, "Caroline. I thought Caroline
played the violin."
"She was a music major," said Marthe, "I guess she can
play anything."
Matthew handed his leather coat to Marthe who hung it
in the closet. "The concert's in Philadelphia," he said, "She
had to leave on a bus this afternoon."
Matthew was looking fine, thought Mrs. B., smiling at
him. She had always thought he was the best looking of
her three children. Marthe was too plain and Ruby too
angular, but somehow in Matthew, her oldest child and
only son, things had come out evenly. His brown nair was
so smooth against his head and he smelled a little bit like
pine cones when he hugged her.
"She plays the violin, doesn't she, Matthew?" asked
Ruby.
"Viola." Matthew gave Marthe a swift hug.
"Oh. Close enough."
"Well," said Matthew, through with hugging, "You all
look good. Oh, look what I brought for you." He held out
a bottle-shaped bag.
"Oh, Matthew!" Marthe looked in the bag. "Cold
Duck!"
"Thank you, Matthew," said Mrs. B., smiling broadly.
"We will enjoy that. Open it, Marthe."
"Marthe can get that in the kitchen," said Ruby, "We'll
all sit down in the livingroom."
"How are you doing, mom?" asked Matthew, when
they were seated. "What have you been doing?"
"I'm fine, just fine. I'm just enjoying having my
daughters and son together for dinner."
"How was your first term of school, Ruby?" Matthew
turned to his sister.
"It went well," Ruby said, "I have to go back next
Monday. Are you still doing accounting for that firm?"
"Yes. Things are going quite well. And," Matthew
looked at his mother with a twinkle in his eye. She beamed
at him. "Caroline and I are thinking of settling down."
"Oh, my!" Mrs. Bellinger felt her face grow hot. "Oh,
that's wonderful!" She lifted herself off her chair to go over
and hug her son again. "That's wonderful. You should do
that. A wedding!"
"What?" asked Marthe, coming into the livingroom with
the opened bottle.
"Matthew's going to get married!" said Ruby.
"Hey!" Marthe said, raising the bottle, "We should have
a toast! This should be a real celebration!"
The last few spoonfuls of Peaches Jubilee started to
taste a little sour to Mrs. B. She set her spoon down. She
didn't feel very good. It was all the excitement and moving
around. Matthew getting married! She slowly wiped around
her mouth with the cloth napkin. No, she didn't feel very
good at all. Her face was hot and her stomach felt like it
was pressing against her lungs. She had probably eaten too
much. No one would notice if she just got up and went to
lie down for a little while. Matthew was telling a story about
one of Caroline's concerts where some funny things
happened, and Ruby and Marthe were giggling, probably
affected a little by the Cold Duck.

She got up slowly and took her plate into the kitchen. It
seemed too bright in there - all the chrome appliances
glared at her as she moved across the room. Her bed felt
soft when she finally got there. She curled into a ball and
closed her eyes. There was a throbbing ache in her
stomach. When it stopped for a moment, she heard the
voices of her children.
"Yeah," Marthe was saying, "Pretty good. I'm still
teaching "Arts and Crafts for Adults " twice a week. Right
now I'm getting some things together for a show . at
Montcalm Mall."
"Where did mother go?" It was Ruby's voice.
"Probably upstairs. Aw, Matt, I can't believe you're
getting married - settled down and all that."
"I'm getting old," chuckled Matthew, "Got to do it
sometime."
"Did you see mom leave?"
"No."
"Mother?" a voice came up the stairs. "Are you all
right?" Ruby came into the room.
"I'm just fine. Tired," Mrs. B. said.
"Well, let's get you into bed then." Ruby took over, as
industrious as a nurse. She removed her mother's shoes
and jewelry, unzipped her dress, and watched as the old
woman stepped out of it and unlatched her under
garments.
"Here's your robe," said Ruby, "Now you just go to
sleep." She turned off the light and shut the door when she
left.
"Mother's not feeling well at all," said Ruby, sitting on a
brocade chair next to the couch. "I'm really worried about
her."
"Ruby thinks ma should go on a diet, Matt," said
Marthe, "She thinks her veins are getting clogged." Marthe
snorted.
"Marthe wants mother to die," Ruby said with an edge
to her voice, "She keeps feeding her everything that's bad
for her and doesn't care a bit because Marthe loves to eat
as much as mother does."
"My God," said Marthe, rolling her eyes. "Now she's
got me murdering my own mother. Mom is a lot older than
you, Rubes, and she knows what she's doing. Did she tell
you she's sick?"
"No, but I could tell."
"So now you're a doctor."
Matthew laughed. "Come on," he said, "I don't think
it's all that serious ... How about a cup of coffee or
something?"
"Sure," said Marthe, getting up from the couch,"I'll get
it. Would you like anything, Ruby?"
When Mrs. Bellinger awoke the next morning, she
smelled and heard bacon frying in the kitchen. As she rose
slowly out of bed, she remembered that Matthew would be
getting married. Rain pattered on the window. In the
bathroom she gazed at her old face in the mirror and
seeing behind her the vase of bubble bath crystals, she
smiled.

BREAKFAST
She wanted them scrambled.
I cracked them against the side of the bowl,
pulled the shells away from the guts.
They slid, yolks and albumens, Into the bowl,
to shine back at my morning like tiny suns.
One of them was spotted red. Blood?
I wondered. I called her over.
She peere«J Into the bowl and said
No, it didn't look like it;
no, It was Just a dark spot on the yolk.
Well, we'd missed our chance for a new dozen.
Because If you crack an egg, and It's bloody,
and you take the bloody mess back to the grocer,
he11 give you a new dozen.
Or he should. Because the spot wasn't blood,
I beat It Into the orange pulp, blending and
mixing.
[lbe spot kept on surfacing and submerging.
I added milk and beat some more, but stl11 the
thing defied me.
othlng for It: I fried the mess up In butter
and salt,
and made sure she got the proper portion.
by Dar,fd Soubly
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TO A PLUNGER
She plunged for 30 minutes.
That foul thing,
with its pinky-red round rubber sucker
and thick wooden stick
she grips
and thrusts
into the icy bowl of water,
sloshing.
Its supple mouth
gulps in,
then belches out
pressures
to the solid mass
relentlessly,
as the clock drools time
until it can run,
with relief,
unclogged.

by Barb Long

IN PRAISE OF ST. NICK
Ho ho ho my epicurean host!
Old gruff and glum, your quiet greys and browns,
Lined and puffy cheeks can't fool me. Your eye's
Twinkle betrays your youthful fire. Your flames,
More embers now, bum less but warm me more.
Round-back bear! Your head ls much less bristle than
Fur. That lively flush reveals the playful child
Beneath your wooly beard. No savage beast
But a playful lamb you lurk beneath your
Wolfish coat. When I lift the wool beyond
My eyes, your scary silhouette becomes
The panda lost to ravaged childhood.

by Bart Worden
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